ROBESPIERRE
was tho same cry as that which had angered and provoked him an hour before, but now it devoured him, With every effort that ho made to speak a monotonous and angry swarm of tho samo word, " Tyrant I Tyrant I" filled the air about him, confusing hi.s thoughts and stinging him out of all control. Ho that had novoi there dono anything yet but wateh ami mould hii-hearers, and dual with them, and ohoo.se his words became like a man struggling with physical oppression.
A whirlwind sprang. Tallion spoke unheard. Tho bolj rang and covered and confused the eddying of innumerable) voio.es. This accusation and that, mixed up with tho noise of the storm, rose and was lost again. A larger and simpler outcry outweighing every definite voice and every articulate reason, .something blinder than man or men, tho pack hunting, filled the deep hall with " Tyrant! Tyrant 1" like a driving foam over sens at night
Robespierre at that moment was utterly different from all that the older members of tho Convention or hi? friends or Franco had known for five yeans. His pedantry dropped off him; hard sentone.es .spoken from the soul, heedless of notes, left his eyus clear of the glasses that had veiled them even during his defence of twenty-four hours before. Ho did not rise into the tribune, but stopping out from tho bench where he had sat at random into the floor of tho hall, ho accepted with his eyes the thousand faces whose unity arose to blast him, and he was possessed for a moment of a freedom and energy that wore hardly part of himself. Ho felt. The air was still full of the swarm of "Tyrant! Tyrant!" when he passed right in front of tho President's chair, across tho tribune and tho secretaries, and, folding his arms, ho looked straight up at tho Mountain.
Thoro was his home. Ho wan a man of subtle temper, ovor-motaphysieal, inclined to posture also: still, he had come out of that band of ardent men who foundedtre this
